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pes” The Index to Vol. 5 of Puck will be published 
as a supplement to our next number. 








CoOnMreSmwts. 


Our Costly Funeral System, 
The “‘ Herald ” Canvass—illus. 
PUCKERINGS. 
The Land Qnestion in Ireland. 
Political Baby-Farming. 
AMERICA.— 
No. CIX 


s—(poem).—E. CH. 
In the Streets—Hilaris. 
Shakspere Studies.—John Al- 


bro. 
The Curious Adventure of Mr. 
Adolphus W, Cahose—illus. 
Repeating Rifles—illus. 
On the: Stool of Repentance— 


illus. 2 
To My Tailor (poem).—Arthur 
Lot. 





Reflectlons of a Lounger. No. 
. Girls —Alonzo de Lacey. 
Proverbs for Public Life. 
Beneath the Moon (poem).— 
ames R. Campbell. 
The Kelly Canvass. 
The Savannah Malevolent As- 
sociation. 
The Development of the So- 
cialist—illus. 
The First International Walk- 
ing Match—illus. 
A Leg Hit (poem).—C.L. Betts. 
The Indians’ Fall Opening. 
WERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 
Theatres. 
Puck’s EXCHANGES. 
Arcuig Gascovns—John Fraser 

















OUR COSTLY FUNERAL SYSTEM. 

F “de mortuis nil nisi bonum” is to be 
written over all men’s graves, and a sort of 
general essence of perfect goodness is to 

exhale from the memories of those who have 
gone before, there is no reason why we should 
make a sort of cross between a May Festival 
and a picnic in bestowing earth on earth, 

It is common to sneer at our fellow-citizens 
of Irish descent for the very exuberant way in 
which they go a-merry-making when one of 
their “‘ cousins” dies; but in those classes in 
which there is greater wealth, and to which we 
look for greater intelligence and all those social 
proprieties which go to make life beautiful, we 
can find the funeral folly quite as absurd as it 
is with Pat in his tenement house, 

When Death steps into the home-circle and 
places his cold hand upon one of the number, 
the shock that almost stills the hearts of the sur- 
vivors is not to be assuaged by the set words of 
sympathy from strangers; still less by much 
kissing, easily-shed tears which make the house 
as damp as on a washing-day; or a deluge of 
pillars, crosses and anchors in all sorts of flowers 
from the florist’s. 

The very loneliness which makes the death- 
scene of Colonel Newcome, when he answered 
‘‘Adsum!” one of the most touching scenes in 
fiction, is the feeling which stirs the deeper and 
truer parts of our nature, and urges us to close 
the world out from knowledge of, or sympathy 
with, our grief, and makes us cry: ‘‘ Leave us 
alone with our dead.” 

Yet, such slaves are we to the fashions of the 
times we live in, that we sacrifice all the finer 
feelings of our natures and go in with the mob. 
The house where Death reigns closes its blinds, 
to be sure, but the ostentatious crape which 
dangles from the door is a notice to all the 
world that the pompes funébres are in full fig 
within. The street is lined with carriages from 
which alight hundreds of the acquaintances of 
the dead, bearing flowers; and the florist’s 
assistants stagger up the steps under loads of 
flowers arranged in every shape that bad taste 
can suggest. The coffin is a casket; it’s a won- 
derful piece of handicraft from the cabinet- 
maker and the upholsterer,. The basements and 
dining-rooms are thronged with searchers for 
the funeral baked meats—and wines; and when 
the day of sepulchre comes, the carriages, the 
dresses, the floral display, sometimes the brass- 





bands, and the church ceremonies form a 
pageant; they are pabulum for the pen of the 
reporter with a descriptive turn, but—they are 
not grief for the dead. 

It may, perhaps, be said that if people have 
money for all these things, they have the right 
to please their fancy, that it is only a matter of 
taste, and that we have no recognized authority 
to declare, ex cathedra, what is good and what 
is bad taste. 

All this is true; but the example this funeral 
pomp sets to people of limited means is absurd 
to the dead and cruel to the living. The desire 
to give the dead a fine funeral—much as we 
give an opera singer or a Talmage a good 
send-off when they voyage across the Atlantic 
—is strong in the hearts of the poor; and great 
are the shifts they put themselves to, many the 
sacrifices, and heavy the mortgages they lay 
upon their time and labor to make the “ send- 
off” as showy as possible. It is a fact that in 
this city a dead man’s clothes have been pawned 
to obtain a more showy coffin for his remains 
than could otherwise have been purchased ; and 
many a poor widow, after lunching a houseful 
of hungry “mourners,” has gone to bed at 
night, after burying her dead, with her larder 
and her pocket-book both empty. 

Some Catholic Bishops have set the seal 
of their displeasure against the long carriage 
parade at funerals; and some sensible people 
are beginning to add in their newspaper notices 
of a death: “It is particularly requested that no 
flowers be sent.” These are moves in the right 
direction, but it would be better to reform it 
altogether. 

When a man, illustrious for the great things 
he has done for mankind, shall lie down in 
death, a people who love his memory and who 
mourn his death, can rise up in the sincerity of 
their grief and do him what lavish honors are 
left them to pay him. But this continual dis- 
play of mock grief, this pageantry of woe which 
is constantly paraded through our streets, block- 
ing commerce and rendering it almost impos- 
sible for a man to cross the ferries of our East 
River without a corpse or two on the boat with 
him, should be done away with. It benefits 
the undertakers, the “‘ dealers in mourning,” 
the florists; but it is in bad taste, it shows a 
shoddy state of civilization, and it tends to 
still more impoverish our poor. 

Let us have our circuses, our flower-shows, 
and our street-parades; but don’t select Death 
for general manager and ringmaster. 








THE HERALD CANVASS. 





A Sait For Every BREEZE. 





Puckerings. 





A Chatham Street favorite—old Chloe. 





Apvice to the white Indian fighters—‘‘ Cork 
up.” 


PEDESTRIANISM appears to be walking off on 
its ear. 








Mr. KELLy is on the stump, and his party is 
pegging out. 





THE Herald says it has no dramatic critic, 
Who ever said it had? 





You may boast of your Oxford-ties, but all 
newspaper men prefer advertise. 





IF a little stream is a streamlet, isn’t a little 
team a team let—when it is hired ? 





Mr. BEECHER and Mr. Conkling, the specia- 
lists, will be cared for by our cartoonists next 
week. 





THE pawnbrokers report that the young men 
of the metropolis are beginning to cash ulster- 
checks. 





How easy ’tis with idioms to make mistake; 
Thus when we greet, or drop a friend, we give 
the shake. 





THE Hon. John Kelly is canvassing the Tam- 
many vote of the State. He is afraid the vote 
might feel lonely. 





THE weakness of the sword is admitted, but 
what railroad men desire to know is, whether 
the Penn. is mightier than the Hudson and 


Central? 





A BROWNSVILLE man attempted suicide by 
eating the heads of a box of matches. He was 
furious—sulphurous—when the doctor brought 
him back to life. 





Why should “get thee to a nunnery” be 
looked upon us an unkind suggestion to 
Ophelia, when we see that Lord Dundreary 
has voluntarily gone to an Abbey ? 





A CHINESE musical instrument is called the 
tom-tom; and our stuttering contributor says 
the music it evolves is about as enchanting as 
that emanating from the American tom-tom- 
cat. 





PHILADELPHIA papers recently announced 
the death of George W. Hacker, a member of 
the Board of Port Wardens, It is safe to wager 
that his middle name was Washington, for the 
original George was a little Hacker, you know. 





“Is Mike doin’ well in the new counthry ?” 
asked Mike’s father of a friend who had just 
returned to old Erin from America. ‘ Doin’ 
well, is it?” replied Mike’s friend. ‘Shure an’ 
ye may well say so. Ye’ll niver find Mike with- 
out a quart av the best twenty-five-cint whisky 
in the house.” 





NOTICE. 


ge 

Numbers 1, 2, 8, 4. 5, 6, 10, 11, 13, 15, 
19, 22, 24, 25, 34, 37, 38, 44, 47, 48, 50, 62, 
70, 73, 74, 76, 78, 83 and 87 of Puck will be 
bought at this office, No. 21 & 23 Warren St, at 
10 CENTS per copy; and Numbers 9, 14, 
26, 58, 56, 58, 82 85, and 88 at 25 CENTS 


per copy. 
ja In sending copies by mail please roll lengthwise. 
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THE LAND QUESTION IN IRELAND. 


T may be unfortunate, but it is a fact that 
the American heart does not thrill much 
at the Wrongs of Ireland; and that her 

‘woes ” have sometimes become rather a nui- 
sance. ‘There has been so much Fenianism 
about it; so many “‘ Centres,” without any ap- 
parent circumference; so many ‘‘ headquar- 
ters” in bar-rooms for the reception of ‘‘ skir- 
mishing ‘funds”; so little work done except. the 
murdering of occasional constables who didn’t 
care whether Ireland was ‘‘free” or not, so long 
as they did their duty and drew their pay; that 
the American heart refused to throb a throb 
more than ‘Tom Moore’s did when he wrote 
“Let Erin Remember,” and sang it with a 
smirk in the drawing-rooms of the Sassenach. 

Perhaps if an Irish Kossuth or Garibaldi 
should arise and show an atom of statesman- 
ship, America’s heart might beat in sympathy 
with an effort for freedom that had a possibility 
of success in it; but never when declarations 
of War against England are issued from corner 
liquor-stores in New York by the same man who 
solicits votes to make him a member of New 
York’s Aldhermin. 

When Ireland has hungered, the American 
heart has been quick to send the American 
hand to the pocket which has been ever open 
to the cry of distress; and to Irishmen coming 
hitherward we have afforded all the welcome 
in our power; but until now, it is but fair to 
say, we have never, as a nation, sympathized 
with Irish political agitation. 

Now, however, we can fully and freely sym- 
pathize with those workers of the green soil of 
Erin, who see their mangy lands bearing insuf- 
ficient crops to pay for outlay and labor, and 
who are called upon to pay the English land- 
lords the full measure of their rent. ‘The plea 
of ‘* How can pay, when no hab gottee?” is a 
sort of straight-out-from-the-shoulder reasoning 
which the Irish farmers ask somebody to an- 
swer. And, indeed, it is very Dundreéaryish. 
No fellah in Disraeli’s Cabinet has yet been 
able to answer the conundrum, and unless it is 
soon solved, fighting or emigration seems sure 
to follow. 

Puck begs the Irish, although forced to lay 
down the hoe, not to take up the shot-gun, es- 
pecially when big farms are offered them /ree 
on this side the Atlantic; farms where it takes 
a man all day to cut and harvest the crops 
which have been growing over-night while he 
was sleeping. Let the English landlords have 
their Irish lands, and let Irish agriculturists 
come to our great, free, fertile West, where 
they can own the lands they cultivate, and can, 
sooner or later, become Members of Congress 
and make their own laws. There’s a look-out 
for you, Pat, Mick and Dinnis! It is far better 
than shooting an Agent from behind a hedge; 
and it is very much better than anything Mr. 
Beaconsfield can offer you. 

Why, some of our Western States are so vast 
that one might drop Ireland into the middle of 
them, and it would be as lost, as a boy’s ball in 
a clover field; and these lands are flowing not 
only with milk and honey, but they are offering 
their rich and almost illimitable acres to the 
plow of the husbandman, whose reward will be 
those staples of commerce which the world is 
calling for, and with which hundreds of ships 
now on the seas are freighted for European 
markets. 

So let Pat put down his shot-gun and strap 
up his trunks. Life is too short for him to en- 
gage in an unequal struggle with his English 
landlord. Here, where nothing is needed but 
industrious habits, is the home which awaits 
Pat. 

Not in the cities! He’d better stay at home, 
shoot landlords, and get hanged for it, than 
dwell in the slums of our great cities. It is in 
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the great West that he can find rest—and his 
sons will be our future Presidents. 

As a rule we don’t settle foreign difficulties, 
but in this case we have made an exception. 
If Beaconsfield does the fair thing and sends 
us an autographic letter of thanks for get- 
ting him out of a hole, Puck will reproduce 
the document in these pages. 


will he please exercise his muscle and his 

india-rubber over that oath of ours that 
‘“‘Pinafgre” should be a thing tabooed in our 
columns? We want it rz4ded out, not blotted 
out. We want to feel that there is no record 
against us, for really it is not our fault. But 
if Mr. Conkling will play Little Buttercup and 
get to mixing things up promiscuously, we 
must, as faithful chroniclers of our times and 
manners, take some notice of the fact. The 
naughtiness of the wicked Buttercup of the 
infamous operetta was venial compared to the 
most outrageous conduct of the malarial hero 
of Canonchet; the mixing-up of Captain Cor- 
coran and Ralph was as nothing compared to 
the mixing up of Mister Kelly and Mister Cor- 
nell. These former were both seamen, both 
sailing in one boat, only different in degrees 
of rank when they were identified. But Mister 
K. and Mister C. have been sailing in different, 
and if we may be allowed to say it, antagonistic 
piratical craft; so now, when they are ‘‘mixed 
up,” who shall paste their proper labels on 
them, after election ? 

Perhaps Mr. Buttercup Conkling will. He 
has been somewhat mixed up with strange 
feminine dry-goods lately, and might show his 
shape becomingly in an eel-skin suit and sing 
his confession —‘‘When he was young and 
charming, he practiced political baby-farm- 
ing.” He might ride about to the polling 
places and show the democratic strawberry- 
mark on Mister Kelly’s shoulder, while he ex- 
hibited the true blue Republican hare-lip on 
Mister Cornell’s handsome phiz. Perhaps some 
time he’ll rue it, for certainly, as the Presiden- 
tial election comes on, one, at least, of the 
tender babes will desert its foster-mother. He 
laughs best who laughs last; but Mr. Conkling 
has his laugh now to see all the loungers in 
the Tammany rum-shops ready to vote for 
Mister Kelly for Governor, in order to elect 
Mister Cornell to the Gubernatorial chair. 

It is a little funny, isn’t it? 

But it won’t be so funny when Mr. Conkling 
seeks to realize the ambition of his life, and 
puts himself up for the Presidential nomination 
next year. We hardly think Mr. Conkling will 
laugh when the Republican Convention ad- 
journs. He has masqueraded in many characters 
during the last few months; it has been said 
that his ground-and-lofty tumbling at Narra- 
gansett Pier destroyed his last chance of the 
Presidency; but, if not, assuredly his essaying 
the réle of Little Buttercup puts Finis to his 
Great Expectations. 

Meanwhile Mister Kelly is giving his follow- 
ers taffy, which we fear will not satisfy their 
hungry maws if Mister Cornell should happen 
to be elected, and no nice bones remain for 
Tammany for three long years. 

Of course Mister Kelly has made his own 
bargain; hasn’t Little Buttercup Conkling ‘‘soft 
tommy and succulent chops” for the Boss? 
But Jefore Tammany has voted for Kelly to 
make Cornell Governor, would it not be well 
for its adherents to ask themselves, ‘‘ What 
good will this do ws ?” 

Mr. Buttercup Conkling may look never so 
pretty, and sing never so sweetly, his political 
baby-farming will not bring him an encore 
from the American people. 


On regards to the Recording Angel and 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No, CIX. 


THE PRINCE OF 
WALES, 


Ya-as, fellaws fwe- 
quently ask me what 
I aw think about His 
Woyal Highness the 
Pwince of Wales, 
and if, fwom my 
knowledge of his 
early carweah and 
my intimate ac- 
quaintance with the 
family generwally, the storwies about him are 
twue. 

I have, ye see, been pwetty fwiendly with 
Wales fwom childhood. Invarwiably used to 
call him Bertie, ye know, and poor young Ber- 
twam Gordon, who is now in his gwave—aw 
the Marquis of Huntly’s bwothah—and my- 
self were widiculous childwen togethah. I lost 
sight of him faw a considerwable perwiod, faw 
the weason that he pwetended to aw study and 
took his degwee at Oxford, I believe, while I 
patwonized Cambwidge. 

I don’t wemembah if I worked verwy hard 
to get my degwee, but my impwession is that I 
didn’t. I do wecollect, howevah, that I wasn’t 
aw a wanglah or a Smith’s pwize-man. I didn’t 
want to interfeah with the fellaws who cwaved 
aftah such distinctions, and who pwobably 
would have to earn their bwead and buttah by 
weading, witing and arwithmetic, and othah 
bwanches of literwature. 

. But to weturn to Bertie Wales. He aw we- 
ceived severwal extwa titles, and was made a 
generwal and varwious othah things and then 
began twaveling about in differwent countwies. 

Fellaws of the families in the most wecently 
cweated peerwages hang arwound him, and, I 
am sorwy to say, almost worship the gwound 
on which he tweads. The wight set, although 
they wemembah that he will one day come to 
the thwone, don’t do this. 

As faw my pwivate opinion of Wales aw I 
cawn’t say with any degwee of sincerwity that 
I have a verwy pwofound wespect faw him. 
He’s always been decent enough to me, and 
has taken aw notice of Jack; in fact, he induced 
me once to stay some little time at Sandwing- 
ham, and gave me some verwy wespectable 
shooting. 

But he has no bwains. Don’t think he has as 
many as I have, and wude people do say I’m 
not wich in these things. It would be a beastly 
aw horwible baw if I were though. 

Wales then, ye see, is not a bwight specimen 
of woyalty, and I don’t think will evah be. 
His bwothahs, especially Edinburwgh, are not 
much bettah, The sistahs were not bad sort of 
gyurls befaw they were marwied, and perwhaps 
they may have impwoved. I used to have a sort 
of sneaking wegard faw Beatwice myself. I 
nevah took the trouble to discovah if it was 
wecipwocated. It’s not a family I should care 
to marwy into—too German, and the form isn’t 
good. I always did think Lorne acted stupidly, 
but he is a queer fish. 

I don’t know that Wales has behaved himself 
worse than the majorwity of young men; but 
the common people and even our set expect 
maw fwom a prince. Don’t see why they should, 
but they do. 

Wales has been mixed up in severwal curwi- 
ous proceedings, some of them not nice ones. 

Altogethah Bertie Wales may be looked upon 
as a good-hearted, weak, indolent fellaw, and 
a necessary nuisance to the British arwistocracy 
and government. 

Perwhaps, aftah all, he’ll make a much bettah 
king than a fellaw with bwains aw. 
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CROPS. 


We HEREVER, whenever the President stops, 
4 Ad All of the speeches are made about crops. 
Even Tecumseh lays down his arms, 
The better to drivel of produce and farms. 
’Twould seem as though ROGERS THE PORT inspired 
‘The theme with which all the speakers are fired. 
Nothing but crops, nothing but crops 
From the lips of the orators ceaselessly drops. 
Crops of wheat and crops of grass, 
Crops of oats and garden-sass, 
Crops of barley, crops of cheese, 
Crops of poultry, crops of trees, 
Crops of hay and crops of corn, 
Crops of children to ballot born, 
Crops of women, crops of grain, 
Crops, crops, crops all over again. 
Crops of wool and crops of sheep, 
Crops to sow and crops to reap, 
Crops of pork and crops of hides, 
Crops of a thousand kinds besides, 
Fruit and horses, goats and game— 
Ever the same, ever the same. 
Flour, voters, lard and beef, 
And so on, crops without relief, 
Pumpkins, asses, eggs and hops, 
Nothing but crops, crops, crops, crops, CROPS. 
If a joke, ali must own that ’tis sorry at best— 
One not at all likely to gladden the West. 
As the jokers will find when their junketing’s stopped, 
With their hopes of preferment all hopelessly cropped. 
E. C. H. 











IN THE STREETS, 


[Puck has received so many remonstrances, 
from quiet folks who suffer, or think they suf- 
fer, from surrounding inconveniences, or from 
the eccentric manners of others who frequent. 
the public thoroughfares, that he has appointed 
a representative to treat upon and examine the 
grounds for many of these complaints. 

The gentleman, who is a pretty experienced 
traveler, has chosen to elect himself as special 
‘* Commissioner,”’ doubtless believing that his 
title may be of some use to him. (Oh! these 
young men!) Puck only hopes it may, but 
doesn’t exactly see when, how, or where. ] 

Your ‘Street Commissioner” has a hard 
task with the increasing throngs on Broadway, 
up and down Wall and Nassau Streets, in the 
Exchanges, across the parks, and at the ele- 
vated and sub-elevated roads, and ferries. He’s 
been active at them all. To review, report and 
record, so as eventually to reform, the habits 
and manners of the well and ill-dressed mob 
that peoples the city thoroughfares, at this time 
of the year, wants the eyes of Argus, the hands 
of Gyges, and the memory and business habits 
of S. J. Tilden. 

Your Street Commissioner hardly knows 
where to begin. He has no clearer head for 
multifariouw: duties than the principal magis- 
trate of the city, and as strange a desire to do 
all things at once as the late A. T. Stewart’s 
testamentary executor. 

Begin somewhere, of course—so; begin, as 
many men do, every day of their business lives, 
with the Broadway stages. 

Find a ruder machine—rudis indigestaque 
moles —for its polite or impolite purposes than 
a Broadway stage! ’Tis the most unceremo- 
nious of all public conveyances—save a hearse 
—driven by a man, who has quite enough to 
do to attend to his horses in an overcrowded, 
minatory thoroughfare. And yet it is only on 
his will and attention—not yours, mind you— 
that you can get a ride in it. Recapitulate the 
number of times you have failed to catch the 
driver’s eye, and say how often you have 
shouted, in vain, to take the driver’s ears, 


wheels, and with a flight of four steps, of vile 
degrees of altitude, like the old English bathing 
machines, is arrested in its lumbering lateral 
progress, what chance have you for a seat? 
Be the morning wet, the nine—say nine, the 
number of the Muses who preside over polite 
manners—passengers, cross, male and female, 
the latter always with bundles, or boxes, or 
satchel and umbrella, does any one move on 
the side where the four are seated? No, they 
close their file more tightly than where five 
occupy their just places. Either by asking with 
the eye, or speaking loudly with the tongue, or 
pointing with the hand, having at the same 
time to steady yourself by holding on the rail 
over head, as if you were after some intricate 
gymnastic exercise, you obtain a miserable 
portion of the narrow seat—an inch here is of 
infinite consequence—and prepare to pay your 
fare. A man squeezed between two unyielding 
strangers has, ordinarily, a difficulty to reach 
his own pockets without squirming or contor- 


tion. You have not the exact fare and you 
have to obtain change. This is a perilous per- 
formance. 


You have to steady yourself, as before, with 
the rail over head: you stand, and crowd, and 
perhaps are forcibly discharged into the heads, 
faces, or persons of both sides of the narrow 
machine which is hurtling you all, helter-skel- 
ter, to your destination. You pull an alarum— 
you poke your money through a hole, over- 
head,—your change is poked back through the 
hole in a sealed package. You break open 
the package as best you can, in your fleshly 
straight waist-coat which you have resumed, 
and deposit your fare in a jingling glass box, 
like a juggler’s apparatus, and you are now 
privileged to enjoy your ride. 

Sir or Madam, being a tenth unit in a Broad- 
way stage, I defy you to find the smallest en- 
joyment! Some will have all the windows 
shut—some open—-some cough in your face, 
tread on your feet, and have an accident with 
their umbrella and every and any part of your 
body most convenient to the unbrella,—and 
all squeeze each other, and behave as if the 
presence of that other was a distinct intrusion, 
superfluity, and offence. Perhaps it is, in such a 
domino-box of a vehicle! 

If, with a friend, can you talk ?—some 
people do—some people could talk if they 

were fired from a cannon as the Italian mounte- 
bank at Gilmore’s Garden. How can the 

commonest observances of politeness, or con- 

sideration, be possible amongst men and wo- 

men, thrown, tossed and tumbled together, 

without will or volition of their own, as franti- 

cally as the little cork balls under a glass reser- 

voir charged with electricity ? 

When you wish to alight, you have a contest 

with the driver by means of a leathern ligature, 

which he must anathematize every time it puts 

him into recognition of your want,—and it is 

a miracle or singular four de force if you are 

not hurled and thrown on all fours into the 

street, as the vehicle drives off in triumph at 

having, throughout the journey, had the best 

of you!—Who’s to blame? No one—that is, 

everyone. Haris, 


In building conundrums the answer is the 
simplest part of the structure. For instance, 
here is a capital answer: ‘‘ One is fall shopping 
and the other is a shop falling,” but we haven’t 
time to look around for a conundrum to fit it. 
And again: ‘One is Hamlet alone, and the 
other is ham let alone.” The conundrum 
necessarily contains something about the mel- 
ancholy Dane and diseased pork. Here is one 
complete: ‘“‘ What is the difference between a 
church fair and an infant’s overstocking ?” 
Answer: The difference between ladies’ beg- 





Well, then, when this Saratoga trunk on four 








SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 





MacsetH—Acrt III. 





One of the agricultural conveniences men- 
tioned is a ‘‘bean shed.”’—[Sc. 4. 





A FAVORITE with the family was a pet calf; 
it is spoken of with affection, but careless or- 
thography, as “ the gentle weal.’’—[Sc. 4. 








MACPETH was severe on the custom of color- 
ing the whiskers, and gave it as his official 
opinion that “ only when the brains were out 
the man would dye.”—[Sc. 4. 





ALTHOUGH a King, Macbeth retained his mil- 
itary title, and with a right royal egotism drank 
his own health at his own table. He compla- 
cently says: “I drink to the General.” — 


[Sc. 4. 





TuE heavy drinkers had a neat style of in- 
viting each other to after-dinner wrestles with 
the bottle. One hints: ‘ Dare me to the des- 
sert.””—[Sc. 4. 





THE King had a strong aversion to fish, and 
sometimes thundered out: ‘‘ Hence, horrible 
shad!”’—[Sc. 4. 


ALTHOUGH apparently an anachronism, the 
‘* Order of the Garter’’ must have existed. In 
the scrimmage to leave the inhospi-table of the 
monarch one of these ligatures was dropped, 





and its fair owner, who wouldn’t leave without 
it, appealed to the Queen to rescue it from un- 
der the foot of one of the lords, Lady Mac- 
beth commanded him to “stand not upon the 
order.””—[Sc. 4. 





THERE were boarding-houses for menials out 
of employment. ‘I keep a servant feed.”— 


[Sc. 4. 





A PERSON with an extraordinary digestion is 
familiarly called Hec. It is recorded that this 
‘* Hec ate three witches.””—[Sc. 5. 





WitH a prophetic eye on the present, trust- 
betraying manipulations of financial saints, it 
was predicted that, “‘ Security is mortal’s chief- 
est enemy.’”’—[Sc. 5. 





A STARTLING collocation of two important 
events in man’s experience is thus tersely 
phrased: ‘‘ Marry: he was dead!”— [Sc. 5. 


Tue famous line, ‘‘ Richard’s himself,” is not 
exclusively used in that play, for, with a change 
of name, it is found here: ‘‘ B. Stow’s himself.” 
—[Sc. 5. 





OnE of the lords, on being requested to an- 
swer a conundrum, evaded it by saying: ‘“The 
son of Dun can.—[Se. 5. 





A nanpy habit prevailed of doing their piety 
by proxy. When one was about going to 
church, another remarked vicariously: “ I'll 
send my prayers with him.”’—[Sc. 5. 


JouHN ALBRO. 





ging and a baby’s legging. 
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ApoLpHus W. CAHOSE 
Thought foreign travel would en- 
hance 
His charms of mind, and so he chose 
To go and visit Paris, France. 


ill-ar- 
Ticulated form before an advertis- 
ing pillar. 


And as the line still further ran, 
He put his head still further down. 

And said: ‘A true American 

’ Is not appalled in any town. 

I'll put to scorn their foreign flum- 
mer- 

Y if I have ‘to fight it out on this 
line all summer.” 





Where first he. placed his rather | So he began to stretch that verte- 





THE CURIOUS ADVENTURE OF MR. ADOLPHUS W. CAHOSE, 


SHOWING THE ADAPTABILITY OF THE INVENTIVE AMERICAN NATURE TO THE REQUIREMENTS 


OF A PARISIAN ADVERTISING PILLAR. 








| Adolphus W. possessed 
| A neck that could both stretch 
and curve. 
| You see, he had a hollow chest 
To stow his vertebral reserve. 


| Bral reserve to see if his train went 
at two-thirty. 
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And so he doubled twice around, 
Until he said: ‘Aha, I see!” 
He the two-thirty train had found: 
It left at seven forty-three. 
He also said: ‘This is an orner- 
Y nation that puts an important 
train like that down in the 
lower right-hand corner.” 














And when he found ’twas not 
enough 
He quite exasperated grew; 
And with a word profane and 
rough 
He twisted round his body, too. 
Just as you see—no easy oper- 
Ation, you may bet your bottom 
copper. 


He stretched his neck a little bit 
To see about that blessed train. 
For he was bound to settle it, 
To go to Frankfort - on - the- 
Main. 
Mine is the true Teutonic appel- 
Lation. That’s a tongue with which 
to grapple! 


VII. 














Adolphus W. Cahose 
Is twisted now; but very proud. 
His country’s haughty head, he knows 
Shan’t in humility be bowed. 
For he has shown a Yankee will ar- 
Range himself in spirals, if neces- 
sary to get ahead of a French 


Thereon he did untwine, just as 
Completely as he ever will. 
The serpentine contour he has 
Came not from a malarial 
chill. 
He says so; but ’twas not malari- 
A. It arose entirely from his being 








so superfluously airy. advertising pillar. 
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TO MY 





WELL remember ’twas a charming suit, 
And suited me just to a dot; 

How gracefully those trousers topped my boot! 
How well that coat clung around what 

The poets bosom call, while meaning chest! 

And, as for that, well-fitting was the vest. 
That suit, I think, was navy blue; 

The linings of the sleeves were deep brick red; 
And when you said the bill was due, 

«Oh, hang it up!” 1 recollect I said. 


You hung it up. That suit is almost rags, 
The coat has grease on either flap; 
- The trouser-knees hang heavily in bags; 
The vest, like France [old pun] has lost its nap. 
That suit has grown, all o’er, most awful seedy, 
Yet me it needs must suit, because I’m needy. 
Now, while my purse is very low, 
Why set on me your whole collecting gang ? 
I frankly own the debt I owe. 
You hung it up. Why can’t you let it hang ? 


ARTHUR Lor. 








REFLECTIONS OF A LOUNGER. 


Il. 
GIRLS. 


HEY are a curious invention. 
I have studied them with a good deal | 
of care, and have come to the conclusion | 
that, though it would be advisable to do away | 
with a large portion of them, they are quite in- | 
dispensable as a class. 
You may sometimes find two girls similar in | 
complexion, features and general appearance, | 
but never a pair identical in character or dis- | 
position. 
I have sometimes thought that there must ex- | 
ist an underlying principle in their manufac- | 
ture not unlike that present in a certain won- 
derful piece of mechanism which, though it | 
makes many door-keys in a day, succeeds in 
never turning out two exactly similar. 
I now feel the same peculiar pleasure of ex- 
pectation in being introduced to a new young | 
lady asI was wont to experience, when younger, 
in opening a prize-candy-package. ‘There’s no 





REPEATING RIFLES. 


| expressed it, ‘“‘indisposed.”’ When I called again 


are the species known as banged hair (a large 





telling what is going to be discovered beneath 
the wrapper. In the cases both of young lady 
and of prize-package, one is apt to find a 
blank. 

There are several general classes of young 
ladies in every community. 

Did you ever meet a specimen of the girl 
of acute sensibilities? Would you like to? If 
so, come to me, and I shall introduce you to 
one. She is not a very young lady. Indeed, 
she has arrived at the canary-bird and poodle 
age. 

She has often assured me that if Faust (the 
poodle)— her ‘‘dear Faust””—should give up the 
ghost, she (not the poodle, but the other fel- 
low,) would be happy to die. 

Miss Marston loves Nature and all her works. 
She adores the helpless little toad, and would 
like nothing so much as to have a pet lamb. 
Smith says she ought to hire one. 

Last New Year’s, or some other day, when I 
called at her house, I found a basket at the 
door. It seemed, as I afterwards discovered, 
that Faust—unjustly dignified by a masculine 
name—had been, as Miss Marston elegantly 





the happy mother was better. 
Besides the girl of acute sensibilities, there 


class, all laboring under temporary aberration), 
moon-worshippers, literary, and, last but not 
least, the horrible sort called autograph-album- 
ic. Of each of these several classes I hope at 
some future time to treat. 

I’ve just been showing this to Smith, and he 


ON THE STOOL OF REPENTANCE. 











says it is all very well for me to laugh at no two 
girls being of similar dispositions. He says it 
is providential that they are not; because if 
they were, they would all fall in love with the 
same fellow. 

Yes! that isa fact. How deuced awkward 
it would be for me if all the girls whom I honor 
with my acquaintance should fall in love with 
me, ALONZO DE LACEY. 


THAT man has no patriotism in his heart 
who can gaze upon George Washington’s old 
breeches in the Patent Office at Washington, 
and not let his mind run back into the mystic 
past and wonder whether the tailor had those 
trousers ‘‘ finished on Saturday night ” accord- 
ing to promise. 











Sirtinc Buti: - ‘Oh! if I could only be with the Utes!” 


PROVERBS FOR PUBLIC LIFE. 
(oop proverbs have their place in litera- 
“A ture, why not in public life, or politics, 
which, say Mr. Kelly’s henchmen, should 

have no literature. They were held, in olden 
time, to be the guides of human life;—the 
seven wise men of Greece— ex-speaker Maguire 
shall have a bottle of Bourbon if he will name 
them off-hand—are now best known by one 
proverb each. Solon’s first proverbwas, “Know 
thyself,” written in letters of gold, inthe porch 
of one of the Grecian temples, but this-inscrip- 
tion would never do for Tammany Hall, for 
every Brave there has to drown his identity by 
liquor, tobacco, and loud confusing outcry, 
before he can act out his part in dividing the 
spoils, or going on the war-path to win them. 
Here is a wise saying for the legislative halls 
at Albany. Governor Robinson and Hope-to- 
be-Governor Cornell, and their adherents, won’t 
be all the better for keeping it ever before their 
eyes 

ye There is no alchemy like saving.” 

Take care of the public moneys hardly got 
together—Leave gambling a'*~" ''v swind- 
ling contracts—Don’t ‘‘debi.c .... ..andard, 
depreciate paper or deteriorate the coin.” 

What a commentary would this sentence be 
on the discretion and simplicity with which the 
Legislators built this Hall. 

‘‘ALMOST, and very nigh, saves many a lie,” 
may be commended to Ex-Governor Tilden, 
and Mr. Cyrus W. Field, in their emphatic 
wrangle about the Elevated stock-jobbing which 
benefited both. 

‘Few men take his advice who takes a great 
deal.” George Wither, in his “Zmé/ems,” 
says: 








No heart can think to what strange ends, 
The Tongue’s unruly motion tends. 


Mr Blaine, during his late canvass in Maine, 
having one of those very wide-awake eyes of 
his on the chance for the President’s chair, 
has put this epigram into the minds of thou- 
sands. 

“‘The best armor is to keep out of gun 
shot’’ teaches every one to avoid mischief. We 
would present this gentle reminder to that 
model of caution, George W. Curtis, and his 
special train of acolytes who are to scratch Mr. 
Conkling’s nominee. 
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BENEATH THE MOON. 


[RONDEAU. ] 


BENEATH the moon three shades there be, 
And two, arm-linked, walk silently, 
As searching for more tenebrous gloom 
Than can be found this side the tomb; 


Alas! flirtatious he and she 
Beware of shadow number three; 
For see him, fiendish in his glee, 
Approach from where yon crags up-loom 
Beneath the moon, 


Poor shadow three, they picked up he, 
A corpse paternal, near the:sea; 
But shadows one and two they room 
Near Union Square, and keep a broom 
For use in case they don’t agree 


Beneath the moon. 
James R. CAMPBELL. 


THE KELLY CANVASS. 


THE HON. JOHN ON THE STUMP. 


MORE ABOUT HIS MOVEMENTS. 

















POUGHKEEPSEE PATRIOTIC! 


—_—————_ 


AUBURN ALIVE!! 


TAMMANY ON ITS TRAVELS. 





Latest News from the ‘‘Herald’* Commissioner 
on the Triumphal Chariot. 





ALL FOR 10 CENTS. 





AvuBuRN, N.Y., 
| October 13th, 1879. 

WE are on the unlimited boom—scooping up 
success in big handfuls. All sad memories of 
Syracuse are eradicated from our minds. All 
that weighs upon us is the difficulty of looking 
modest under such a load of success. We are 
crowned with a forest of bays. 

This is more or less metaphorical. I stick to 
that hat of mine—the hat founded in 1856. It 
may not be so beautiful; but it is warmer, and 
almost as classic. 

Poughkeepsie is now a success of the past. 
But it was a four-wheeled glory, with a bay- 
window, while we had it. We stormed the 
Retreat for the Mentally Off, and swept it away 
in the tide of triumph. There is not a single 
member of that noble institution who wouldn’t 
vote eighteen times over for Mr. Kelly. Some 
of the ladies enthused to an extent that came 
very near bringing blushes to our manly cheeks 
—and if the blushes weren’t quite brought, it 
was the fault of the cheeks, and not of the 
ladies. 

Nor were they an inferior grade of ladies, I 
wish you to understand. One of them told me 
that her name was Joan of Arc, and another, I 
was credibly informed, is a claimant to the 
throne of England. A beautiful young creature, 


swallowed a Saratoga trunk, told me that she 
not only vowed herself heart and soul to the 
Hon. John; but that she would interest her par- 
ticular friend, the Empress of Senegambia, in 
the canvass, 

Auburn was taken last night, when Mr. Kelly 
addressed the guests of the Government Hotel. 
He won all hearts and votes at once by his 
frank and genial'style of oratory. His remarks 
were as follows: 

‘Friends, fellow-citizens and co-workers in 
the holy cause of progressive morality and a 
free currency: I — before you to-day as 
one of yourselves, I pretend to no aristocratic 
and undemocratic distinction. I address you, 
horny-handed laborers, as a horny-handed 
laborer myself. I come right among you and 
talk to you at your tasks, Some of you are 
pegging shoes—some of you are picking oakum 
—some of you are merely recreating yourselves 


cap weights, in globular form. Yet all are 
equally my brothers.” [Cries of Aear/ hear / 
Mr. Kelly, in his playful way, reached for my 
pocket-pistol out of my hip-pocket, and mois- 
tened his own democratic throat.] ‘‘ Yes, my 
friends, we are all bound together by a beauti- 
ful identity of doctrines—doctrines which have 
been long, and I may say well, represented in 
my Official career.’”” [Here Mr. Kelly reached 
again for my reviver, and, on finding it empty, 
patted me playfully on the left ear. The re- 
mainder of the hon. orator’s remarks I lost 
while getting out from under the table.] 

Mr. Kelly’s speech was an emphatic hit, We 
have gained the suffrage of Auburn. 

We go for Binghamton next, to visit the 
Imbiber’s Home. The Hon. O. B. Potter, 
with a demijohn of whiskey, and the Hon. 
Dorsheimer, with a certificate of true demo- 
cratic principles (signed by C. A, Dana), have 
joined us. Cox, Holahan, Hoskins (John B.) 
and Gussy Schell stick to us and the campaign 
fund, and keep healthy and dry. 

My next from Binghamton, 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


SPECULATION, 


Now is the time when the Fall winds blow, 
And the Broadway swell. 

On Robinson bets a new chapeau 
If he can find a fellow who'll go 
Eight dollars worth on Cornell. 





A. H.O, 





COMPENSATION. 


Tue venerable Sam’l, he 
Has no blooming family— 
It’s funny. 
But he has no cause to quar’l 
With fate, who owns a bar’! 
Of money. 
[S. J. Tilden, Dr. to Puck—$5.—] 





by pedestrianizing about with nice little handi-' 


THE: SAVANNAH MALEVOLENT 
ASSOCIATION. . 


HE officers of the above very close corpo- 
ration are still as dumb as oysters with 
regard to that balance sheet which was 

last asked for in Puck of September 3rd. 

To tell the truth, we didn’t expect to get it, 
and consequently were not disappointed, for 
the managers of the Savannah Malevolent As- 
sociation we never thought were the style of 
men to be troubled with qualms of conscience 
or overburdened with any conventional ideas 
as to the proper method of managing and ac- 
counting for funds entrusted to their care for 
charitable purposes. 

But although the Savannah Benevolent As- 
sociation—we’ll concede to it its questionable 
title—does not distinguish itself in balance 
sheets and in giving civil answers to legitimate 
questions, its members are quite expert in wri- 
ting anonymous letters. We had a faint hope 
that Puck’s remarks on the queer behavior of 
the association would call forth some sort of 
reply, and this hope was realized in the shape 
of a letter signed “‘A member of the Savannah 
Benevolent Association,” addressed to the Edi- 
tor of this paper. 

The writer, we suppose, didn’t think his name 
would carry much weight with us, and therefore 
neglected to sign it. Perhaps he was ashamed 
of it, and if he really belongs to the S. B. A., 
we can’t, taking a purely worldly view of the 
matter, blame him. 

Any Association that would permit one of its 
members to authoritatively shelter himself be- 
hind a cowardly anonymous letter, without even 
an address, shows conclusively that it would not 
be likely to stick at much. In such a position 
is the Savannah Benevolent Association. | 

The contents of this elegant epistle are, of 
course, nothing to the point, but if Puck did 
attach the slightest importance to them the 
anonymous member of the S. B, A. has not 
raised himself, his colleagues, or the Associa- 
tion in our estimation. 

We asked a ridiculously simple question. We 
only wanted to know how the thousands of 
dollars of which this model Association has 
had the handling have been spent, and it 
won't tell us or anybody else. 

The officers of this sweet little charitable and 
exclusive corporation are 

GeEorGE C, FREEMAN, President. 

Frep. M. Hui, Zreasurer. 

Joun N, Lewis, Secretary. 

J. H. JouNston, J. M. Sotomons, 

WILL1AM W. Gorpon, J. L. WARREN, 

Directors. 

Should yellow fever ever chance to make 

| its appearance again in Savannah, and it be 
necessary to raise subscriptions to alleviate 

| suffering, the Savannah Benevolent Association, 
if we know it, shall not have the handling of 

‘ our contribution in whatever shape it may be, 











THE DEVELOPMENT 





who remarked to me, incidentally, that she was 
rather under the weather from having recently 





OF THE SOCIALIST. 





From BaspyHoop TO BLATANCY. 


























Spend your 
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for the repose of the soul of 
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money in masses 


“No Expensive funeral 
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Se 
“As he was yer own, yer only husband, wot you want is & Fose- 
wood casket and a four-horse hearse, with plumes! ”’ 


‘‘ Five Dollars, m’am! It’s the only thing worn in 
a case of real grief.” 


* FUNERALS. 
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1776.—THE FIRST INTERNATIONAL WALKING MATCH, — 





Tue First INTERNATIONAL “GO AS YOU PLEASE”.—LZnglish ahead, of course! 








A LEG HIT.—AN ODE TO THE SIX DAYS’ TOURNAMENT, 


The Derby, Oaks, and races such as they; 
I’ve seen Ned Hanlan win a five-thou. wager; 
The oarsmen, Ross and Renforth, in their day; 
And feats of strength and wind by other cracks done 
As’d fill a commentary big as Blackstone. 
But of all gaming since that sung by Homer, 
Chariot-race, foot-race, boxing, wrestling-match, 
Bull-fights, bear-batings, tourneys, (a misnomer, 
*¢ Gentle and joyous!” where all pound and scratch, ) 
Including law-fights between Cred. and Deb., 
And sports from Nimrod down to Captain Webb— 
No ancient Frank or Turk, with all their talk, 
E’er thought of getting up a six-days’ walk. 
This last’s a sort of modern innovation, 
A kind of pedal penitential psalm, ; 
Which Leather-Stocking would have called ‘ tarnation 
Fooling,” in view of such a waste of ham. 
Old Leather-Stocking knew what walking meant 
When he got traveling on a Mingo’s scent. 
But simple fools like him have seen their day; 
He couldn't use leg-bail to make it pay. 
All hail, great powers of leg! 
Whose fa me in verse our bards have touched upon, 
From feats like that of Tam O’Shanter’s Meg 
To tramps of such and such a one. 
Even Mr. Gray would prance out, in times gone, 
To ‘meet the sun upon the upland lawn”; 
And Wadsworth was, in his most lucid moods, 
Fond of long tramps among the Rydal Woods, 
We sing thy praise, O leg! 
Not such as Hood describes the precious half 
Which graced the extremity of Miss Kilmansegg, 
Who fell a victim to the Golden Calf, 
Nor even that much more emphatic peg 
Which upheld Silas Wegg, 
Nor even the useful crutch which figures oft with fiddle 
in romances, 
Nor any such abnormal, senseless, artificial endage, 
But that most useful flesh and blood appendage 
Which takes an active part in quadrilles and round- 
dances. 
Thou fill’st the world with wonders, witness that— 


i heard of horses running the St. Leger, 





The famous Puss in Boots’s mighty travel, 
Achille’s horses, centaurs, and the rat 


conyennayetiyeeti generating ete #0: 


Whose stoutness rivalled Julius Czesar, 

Who swam from Hamelin’s town the River Weser; 
How Hiawatha’s moccasins scratched gravel; 
How Timour’s Tartars outmarched the Osmanli, - 

And the leg-hunts for Livingstone (see Stanley). 
This is thy day, O leg! when Champions crack 
Display thy glories on a sawdust track, 
Marching in many a weary round the course, 
As country brick-makers work an ox or horse. 
Great Britain ought to let King Ketch-a-way loose, 
To trudge around the course with all his Zulus; 
They’d be the biggest thing got up this fall— 
Shove Rowell, Brown or Weston to the wall. 

Shout, O ye crowd! 
Shout and rejoice; for know these champions’ pains 
Require no use of miserable brains, 
Or much that to intelligence pertains. 

So laud them loud; 

Go in and pay your money and so swell the crowd, 

For they are working hard, 

And we shall not retard 

Them in their noble work. 

Go in, O ill-paid clerk, 

For they are on the make, 
More than the laborer who in trenches delves, 
Encourage them to kill themselves; 

And so, in fact, 

You will perform an act 

Of kindness and humanity, 

And Christianity. 

Go— 

Go to this moral show. 

See men, who'd on the walk 

Rival the ostrich or the auk, 

Who fain would dare, 

Outtravel hound or bear— 

Indeed, it must be so! 

For almost any fool can show 

His excellence of brain above the brute; 
But what a task to make them know 
Our excellence of foot! 

Our superiority 

Is decided then, you see; 
So swell the praises of these men in glad refrains, 
And elevate your legs above your brains! C. L. Betrs 





THE INDIANS’ FALL OPENING. 


T is usually about this time of year, just 
before that Will o’ the wisp season called 
Indian summer, that the red gentleman 

gets his rifles and scalping-knife in order, goes 
on the war-path, and proceeds to open up the 
bowels of the pale-faces that may happen to be 
in his neighborhood. 

At one time it is the Modocs, then the Sioux 





have their turn, and now the Utes have taken 
a hand in the game, much to the regret of the 
friends and families of some U.S. Army officers 
and privates, : 

We should very much like to know how long. 
that system of periodical massacre is to con- 
tinue, or if it isto be a’ permanent institution. 
We do not expect to obtain an answer to these 
questions from the Indian Bureau, for we don’t 





think it knows much about it anyway, as we 
have an idea that this department of our gov- 
ernment, even with Mr. Schurz at its head, is 


conducted very much as most departments are. 
We have heard of some agents who were so 
ill-mannered as to have swindled the poor In- 
dian, and the poor Indian hasn’t liked it, and 
retaliated when he had a chance. One of these 
chances apparently occurred a fortnight ago. 

In Pucx’s opinion, there is only one way of 
dealing with the red gentlemen, viz., to drive 
every man Jack and woman Jill into a reserva- 
tion as large as you please, but well surrounded 
with troops, and there let them, as Bismarck 
said of the Parisians, stew in their own juice, 
and devour one another like Kilkenny cats. 
All this talk about the rights of the Indians is 
bosh. They have no rights here, in the face of 
fifty millions of more or less civilized whites. 
They are naturally too savage, foo brutal, to be 
treated but as savages and brutes, and we 
needn’t be cruel about it, either. We want 
no more temporizing—the Red Man must go, 
and a great deal quicker, too, than the Chi- 
nese, 


Answers fox the Aneiaus. 


HASELTINE.—She is solid. 

CALIFORNIA CHICK.—Return to the egg as soon as 
wholly convenient to you, 

CaCcOPHONY.—We pronounce y-a-s-e vace, If you 
prefer to call it vakss, just let us know on what you bahss 
your reasoning, and we will reconsider the cahss. 

W. L. RutTcErs.—Now, dear boy, do you really think 
that gilt-edged paper and violet ink and a fine mercantile 
hand will make that woful pun a single century younger ? 
It seems to us that you have no respect for age. Let that 
paranomasiac horror rest in the fathomless catacombs of 
the London Punch. 








THE THEATRES. 





Mr. Daly will bring out at his beautiful the- 
atre after the run of ‘‘ Divorce” Mr, Bronson 
Howard’s ‘‘ Wives.” May it prove a second 
‘* Banker’s Daughter.” 

Sothern still plays Dundreary, and Dundreary 
plays Sothern at the ParK THEATRE, and plays 
him too to excellent houses. ‘‘ David Garrick” 
is announced as being in rehearsal. 

We were a little premature in taking leave of 
Carlotta Patti, Piano Ketten and Cello De 
Munck. They lingered still with us, but they 
positively matinéed for the last time on Satur- 
day previous to a journey to the sweet South. 

Miss Weathersby and Mr. Goodwin at Ha- 
VERLY’S THEATRE have gone in for some good 
nonsense called ‘‘Hobbies.”” We were there and 
had to laugh, and so did the rest of the audience. 
Miss Clancy doesn’t sing badly and looked at- 
tractive. 

The American Institute Fair is giving Mr. 
Cyrus Field’s cheap and nasty Elevated Rail- 
road lots of passenger traffic. Recent inven- 
tions and machinery in operation are delighting 
the many who know nothing about them and 
the few who do. , 

Mr. and Mrs. Bandmann at the STANDARD 
have appeared in ‘‘ Hamlet,” ‘Merchant of 
Venice” and ‘‘Othello.” We are to see what 
sort of drama Mr. Pericardis’s “‘ Picture” is, 
which is promised for Saturday night. When 
Mr. Bandmann gets rid of an unfortunate affec- 
tion of the throat, we hope to see him to better 
advantage in everything. 

The Seventh Regiment N. G. S. N. Y. is go- 
ing to have a fair next month in aid of the 
building fund of the new Armory. By all means 
let them have it; we have no objection, and if 
all the ladies whose names are attached to the 
advertisement are going to be there with their 
best-looking daughters, Puck too will be on 
hand prepared to pay his $5.00 for a cup of 
delicate coffee, and $2.00 for an oyster stew— 
two oysters therein to be guaranteed. 

The usual irreproachable audience assembled 
at WaLLACk’s on the opening night of the re- 
gular season. ‘Le Réveillon” by Henri Meil- 
hac and Ludovic Halévy, two Parisian gentle- 
men, was produced under the title of “ Con- 
tempt of Court.” Mr. Beckett as AZ, Clicquot, 
a gay lawyer, acted as well as ever he did in his 
life, which is saying a great deal. Miss Ada 
Dyas was heartily welcomed to the old spot, 
as was Miss Wood; but neither had much op- 
portunity of distinguishing herself. Mr, Holland 
showed that he could play a mock heroic music- 
teacher and a half minute solo on the fiddle. 
Mr. Gilmour is a gentlemanly looking young 
man of the Sara Bernhardt build, who hails 
from the present land of Lorne and Louise. 
He walked agreeably through a small part. The 
text of ‘‘le Réveillon” has been pretty closely 
followed, with the exception of an entirely ex- 
traneous seconc act. The translation is fair, 
although some Irish idioms occasionally mar the 








text. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 


BY 
JOHN FRASER, 
AUTHOR OF 


«Effie: A Tale of Two Worlds;” 
«‘Fair Fragoletta;” 


‘‘ Legends of Lorne;” 


‘*Essays from the Westminster ;” 
“¢ Scottish Chapbooks;” 


‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter ;” 
“A Dream of Life;” 
‘Lone Glengartney,” 


etc., etc., ete. 


Va (Continued.) 


F Lottie’s career very little was known, 
and that little, coming from herself, was 
more than doubtful. According to her 

own romantic story, she was an only child— 
an Orphan; the daughter of a very noble, an- 
cient, but not very wealthy, Hungarian family. 
On the death of both her parents she had been 
left in charge of an uncle, who had been ap- 
pointed her guardian and sole trustee on the 
little estate that had been left her. This uncle, 
as is not uncommon with uncles from the days 
of the ‘‘ Babes in the Wood”’ to these later 
times of Uncle Sammies, was a particularly 
smart man, and what was more, particularly 
unscrupulous, selfish and cruel. 

By various ingenious devices he contrived to 
realize poor Lottie’s estate and put the pro- 
ceeds in his own pocket. Having done this, 
he had naturally no more to expect from her; 
so he began to treat her with systematic harsh- 
ness and cruelty, with the hardly concealed ob- 
ject of driving her from his house. In this he 
ultimately succeeded. 

Lottie was a girl of a proud spirit, great dar- 
ing, and a temper so quick as to be almost vol- 
canic. One day she disappeared, and never 
afterwards was seen at Castle Dusseldorfen. 

Her bereaved uncle was of course inconsol- 
able. He took infinite pains to recover her, 
even going to the length of trawling the do- 
mestic fish-pond for her body. He also went 
into mourning and—married. This latter step 
he was liteyaily driven to take; the poor man 
had no alternative; his sorrowing soul needed 
sympathy. 

As for Lottie, then a girl in “shorts,” she 
joined a company of strolling players, and by 
her pretty face, audacious, piquant ways, sweet 
little voice and really excellent dancing, soon 
acquired a local reputation and a name. 

At length, one fine day, a great operatic en- 
trepreneur from Vienna chanced to stumble 
upon her in the course of his journeyings and 
was charmed. He took her up; gave hera 
professional education; brought her out as vo- 
calist and danseuse, and as such she made an 
immediate hit in the great metropolitan theatre 
as Carlotta Zerbini. ‘This was of course an as- 
sumed name; her real name Lottie never could 
be got to reveal. 

In Vienna she was so successful that she 
would have liked to remain there for life, but 
her uncle, having in some way or other discov- 
ered her whereabouts and identity, and being 
naturally extremely angered that a descendant 
of so noble a family as his own should be do- 
ing the light fantastic on the boards of a thea- 
tre, employed cunning agents to spread stories 
about her, very damaging to her reputation and 
good name. . 

For a time she held out strong in the con- 
sciousness of her virtue and innocence— good 
little girl! But in the end she had to succumb, 
and took refuge in that great asylum of the 
world—London. 

From that she had drifted to the Theatre 
Royal, Glasgow, where she had played the ro/e 
of leading fairy and premiere danseuse in the 





gorgeous Xmas pantomime of “‘ The Invisible 
Prince,” adapted from the venerable and pe- 
rennial Planche’s piece of that name, by that 
rising young Irish journalist and playwright, 
Robert Macdonald, Esq., late of Trinity Col- 
lege, Dublin, and now of Glasgow University, 
Scotland. 

There, as has been hinted, Lottie became a 
great favorite, especially with susceptible un- 
dergrads., whose red gowns, during her engage- 
ment—much to the delight of the worthy, if 
somewhat obese, manager, Mr. E. L. Knapp— 
formed a conspicuous and, from an artistic 
point of view, very effective feature in the pit 
and orchestral stalls every night. 

Of course the lads were very foolish and 
very green, but then it is in the nature of the 
ingenuous youth to be so; and we have not in- 
tended to hold up Mr. Archibald Gascoyne as 
paragon of virtue, wisdom and all round excel- 
lence. 

We have never, indeed, placed much stock 
in your ideally good boys; their goody-goodi- 
ness most usually being the result of inherent 
and radical weakness of constitution, mental 
and physical. 

Archie was not one of these, and any of our 
readers who resent the fact and refuse to keep 
him company longer can lay down this chroni- 
cle right here, and resume their perusal of Mr. 
Farquhar Tupper or A. K. H. B. 

So it came about that, like so many of 
his fellow students, Archie was, to use his 
friend the Doctor’s words, ‘sort of taken” 
with little Lottie. Not that he was ever in love 
with her; nor even what is called ‘‘ smitten” 
by her charms to any serjous extent. But she 
was pretty and youthful and piquant, and Ar- 
chie, like most youths who are not milk-sops, 
liked girls who are piquant and youthful and 
pretty. 

As the intimate friend of the author of the 
pantomime, Archie was in the habit of not un- 
frequently accompanying Bob to rehearsals, 
and, after the “ first night,” to certain petite 
soupers and other choice little parties in the 
green-room and elsewhere behind the scenes, 

It was very naughty, of course, and we are 
in no ways justifying our hero’s folly, but, being 
veracious chroniclers, we feel ourselves com- 
pelled to state the fact. 

In this way he was thrown a good deal into 
the society of Lottie, and though he never for 
a moment even dreamt of love, he yet flirted 
with her perhaps a trifle more than a wise and 
whole-hearted young gentleman ought to have 
done. 

It és awfully hard not to affect warmth and pas- 
sion one doesn’t quite feel when a pair of un- 
usually bright eyes are looking tenderly up into 
yours, and a pair of little ripe lips are upturned 
coaxingly in tempting proximity to your own. 
And Archie, we are afraid, experienced this, 
and once or twice said more than he meant to, 
and perhaps—we only say perhaps—did press 
the little hand a trifle too tenderly, and accepted 
the challenge so bewitchingly thrown to him by 
the ripe little lips aforementioned. - 

But it never went further, and when his 





cooler and more worldly-wise friend the Doc- 
tor, seeing whither things were drifting, cau- 
tioned him to beware, Archie immediately put 
on the brake; only he ought to have done so 
sooner, 

The worst of it was that while Ae was merely 
amusing himself with what he looked upon— 
if he ever seriously thought of it at all—as a 
perfectly innocent and meaningless flirtation, 
Lottie had fallen deeply, madly in love with 
him. He was so unlike the ordinary run of her 
admirers; so modest and deferential; so re- 
spectful and frank; so brave and pure and 
handsome—that almost from the first moment 
of meeting him the ‘poor girl, who had expe- 
rienced infinitely more of the world’s treachery 
and meanness and vice than her artless little 
autobiography éver suggested, had installed him 
as her heart’s one and only idol. 

But of this fact—patent though it was to the 
Doctor and one or two others—Archie was 
profoundly ignorant, and he had not the re- 
motest idea of the anguish which wrung poor 
Lottie’s heart that night when he presented her 
with the locket she had worn in her bosom ever 
since, and in a light tone bade her “‘goodbye.” 
He was going home, he said, for the long vaca- 
tion, and might not see her again for some 
time—that was how he put it, “‘some time,’”’— 
‘¢ and—and—he wanted her to accept some 
little trifle to remind her of him.” 

What might have followed; what passionate 
torrent of reproach and passion from the flushed 
and trembling woman, might have burst upon 
Archie’s astonished head had they been left 
alone it is impossible to say. Fortunately for 
him, just at that moment—the brief interview 
had taken place at the wings—the Doctor and 
Knapp entered, and Archie, hurriedly kissing 
the strangely troubled brow, vanished down 
the private stairway. 

As for Lottie—what could the poor child do 
—(for though older, much older than she 
looked or made herself out to be, in those days 
she always posed as a child)—but greet two 
such mighty personages as the author and the 
manager with a smile? and—well, then her 
name was “‘called,’’ and she had to resume her 
place on the stage. 

After that Archie and she had never met un- 
til they met in Skye, and then—so utterly 
changed she was—he did not recognize her. 
She had grown so much older-looking; her 
manner was so much more staid and reserved; 
the old audacity and air of sprightly naughti- 
ness had vanished; her hair—in former days 
a very light golden—was now raven black; in- 
stead of Lottie—“ little Lottie’”"—she was now 
Mlle. Thollier; and instead of danseuse at a 
theatre, shé was governess in an old and highly 
respected Highland family. No wonder Archie 
did not recognize her; even the lynx-eyed 
Doctor—who, by the way, knew a vast deal 
more about her private life than ever Archie 
did—was some time before he had seen through 
the disguise. 

When, therefore, Mile. ‘Thollier, with a great 
passion flaming from her eyes, handed Archie 
the locket, it may well be believed that he bit- 
terly cursed his youthful folly, and repented of 
that unfortunate episode of which we have just 
spoken. Perhaps had he known as much of 
the lady before him as Count Frankylstein, or 
even his friend Bob did, he might have been 
less troubled. 

The Count especially could have told him of 
a little episode in his own life which would cer- 
tainly have thrown some light on hers; of a 
danseuse in Vienna with whon, as is too often 
the case on the Continent, he, after the manner 
of Austrian counts, had formed a /ason; and 
of various other little incidents in the same 
lady’s career, the mere suggestion of which 
would have shocked our hero very effectually. 

But of these things, though he was not with- 
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out his suspicions, Archie, as we have said, was 
ignorant, and when his indignant visitor handed 
him the locket he remained for the moment 
silent and stunned. 

“‘ You veel not have forgotten thees ?” 

No, he certainly had not, and his pale cheek 
flushed slightly as he recalled the past. His 
silence, however, was of brief duration. He 
took the locket from Mlle. Thollier’s hand and 
looked at it in an off-hand sort of way; then 
handing it back to her, said simply: 

‘*-Yes, Idoremember that. I had forgotten it.” 

‘* Forgotten it!” she screamed, and then— 
but why foliow her through her long, broken 
and impassioned torrent of reproaches, scold- 
ing, love and rage? Jealousy, vanity and, to 
do her justice, love had driven her frantic. 
Accident had placed her in a position where 
she had it in her power, or thought she had, to 
do Archie a great service; to make or mar his 
whole career; to take or save his life. She had 
been a wittess of that fatal meeting; she it was 
who had discovered the fatal card of assigna- 
tion and placed it in the book she knew Archie 
was to read; she had witnessed the tragic se- 
quel, and now, believing Archie to be com- 
pletely at her mercy, she was determined to use 
her power to the uttermost. Surely this young 
man with so promising a future and all his my- 
riad hopes and dreams waiting to be fulfilled, 
would listen to reason; surely he would be im- 
pressed with her devotion—her large-souled 
passion and love. At any rateshe would make the 
attempt, and if successful they would fly to some 
foreign country and live an ideally happy life. 

So, with many an hysterical sob and tear, 
and much vehement gesticulation, she told her 
story, and Archie was strangely moved, for she 
told it eloquently, dramatically, well. If he 
would only consent to marry her all would be 
wel!; nay, so mad was her passion, she would 
even accompany him in any or in no position 
whatever. Only let them fly together. Why 
had she passed herself off as his wife? Be- 
cause she had to give some story, advance some 
powerful motive and reason, before she could 
prevail on the captain of the C/ansman to let 
her be transferred to the other steamer, or on 
the captain of the latter to receive her. 

Archie felt himself in a curiously strange and 
puzzling position. Look at it as he might, he 
could see no chance of escape. To give a 
point-blank refusal to the woman in her present 
raised and frantic condition would be almost 
certainly to drive her to betray him. He had, 
of course, not the remotest idea of ever ac- 
ceding to her preposterous proposal; but all 
the same he was fully alive to the necessity of 
not driving her to extremes, Besides, in spite 
of her madness and folly, her appearance and 
story, her devotion and passion, moved him 
strongly, It was not in Archie’s nature to dis- 
like or be harsh to, the woman who loved him; 
and, after all, the poor thing had risked her all 
in following him. She had thrown up a good 
situation; deserted true friends; imperilled, if 
not even ruined, her own reputation and name. 
And now she was at his feet in tears; all but 
kissing his fect, and beseeching him, with all 
the passionatg eloquence of despair, to have 
pity upon her. 

So Archie resolved to temporize. Very gen- 
tly, very gravely and very tenderly he spoke to 
her and thanked her. It had all come upon 
him so suddenly, he said, that as yet he was be- 
wildered and stunned. Would she give him a 
little time to think? Yes, she would do that, 
but only one hour. ‘ One hour! it was not 
much,” thought Archie to himself as he assisted 
her on to the deck and directed her to the 
stewardess’s quarters, “‘ but much might be 
done, even in an hour.” Zhen he made up his 
mind to desert the steamer and fly from his fair 
but too importunate and dangerous pursuer. 

(To be continued.) 











THE OCARINA. 

Banjos are the nigger’s joy, 

Poets love the blue bird’s twitter, 
Whistles please the naughty boy, 

Dutchmen twang the wiry zither. 
The ocarina’s notes for me! 

No screech owl’s voice was ever sweeter; 
Now booming like sixteen-foot G, 

Now buzzing like the Jersey skeeter. 


O, my ocarina, dear! 
My howling, growling ocarina! 
Music’s found the whole world round, 
Why not in you, my ocarina? 


Some folks love the orguinette, 
Some adore the concertina, 
The best and easiest thing, as yet, 
Is the earthern ocarina, 
Sweet is beer to thirsty throats, 
Dear is Hayes to C. A. Dana, 
Dear to me the muffled notes 
Uttered by your vox humana. 
O, my ocarina, dear, 
My musty, fusty, ocarina, 
Fools applaud a well-puffed fraud, 
But you’re not one, my ocarina? 
-— Unknown Exchange via Buffalo 
Every Saturday. 


IMPORTANT if true—a wife.— Cincinnati Sat- 
Night. 

Tue Cabinet is getting back to Washington 
a piece at a time.—Phila. /nquirer, 

A SELF-SUFFICIENT man is wise in his own 
can’t-see-it.— Hackensack Republican. 

A man who runs a bucket-shop is outside the 
pail of respectable stock-brokers.— Phila, Bul- 
letin. 

BLAINE was once an editor, and the Zimes- 
Journal mentions the fact as a great honor to 
Blaine, whatever it may be to the profession.— 
Oil City Derrick. ~ 

THE gold which is now arriving in this coun- 
try in such large quantities is what is bankrupt- 
ing so many manufacturers of brass collar-but- 
tons.—hila. Kronikle-Herald. 

Ir is believed that the editor of the Elmira 
Gazette nas succeeded in becoming engaged. 
He says that he looks ahead to the time when 
women will fall in love with gorillas.—Z-x. 

Iray sends her noblemen over here to grind 
organs, but then we send our young singers 
over there to study, so there is no necessity for 
any interruption of diplomatic relations.— 
Boston Post. 

THE hop crop of England is so light that 
English brewers will be obliged to use the 
American article. England appears to be short 
of everything save fog and professional pedes- 
trians.—Vew Orleans Picayune. 

BaRNuM was interviewed in Philadelphia 
yesterday. He says that the report that Dennis 
Kearney once traveled with his show as the 
‘‘Wild Man from Borneo ”’ is not founded on 
fact. Kearney traveled with him one season 
as a “ Boorighoola Cannibal,” but his language 
was so frightful that he shocked the deaf and 
dumb Patagonian and undermined the morals 
of the learned pig and educated mules, Even 
the elephants threatened to pack up their 
trunks and leave; so Kearney was discharged. 


—Worr. Herald. 








PHYSIOLOGISTS assure us: that no person in 
health should drink more than three pints of 
any liquid daily, and yet there are plenty of 
men who think they have neglected a physical 
duty unless they have each day taken at least 
three times that amount between drinks.— Rome 
Sentinel, 

Ir may be that the Prince of Wales is the 
victim of undue suspicion; but is it not about 
time, in these days of intelligence, that social, 
emphatic rules, compelling special respect to a 
man, whether he be mentally only an equal, 
and generally an inferior, be done away with ? 
This close-closeting business of ’Is Ryeness Al- 
bert-Edward-Mordaunt-Langtry, eir happarent, 
is about played.— Washington Capital. 


SOUTHERN poets are writing poetry about the 
yellow fever plague. Now tnat yellow fever has 
got into poetry, editors cannot be too careful, 
and this office will maintain a quarantine 
against poetry until the weather gets colder. 
The cases are only sporadic thus far, but we 
can’t tell how soon such poetry may become 
epidemic.—WVorr. Herald. 


The Mummery of Masonry. 


A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 
Cartoon, has been published. 
Copies can be had of all Newsdealers. 














TANDARD THEATRE. Broadway and 33d St. 
W. Henperson, Proprietor & Manager. 


EVERY EVENING AND SATURDAY MATINEE, ai 1.30. 


Mr. & Mrs. Bandmann, 
Mr. & Mrs. Bandmann, 


And an entire English Company. 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
HAMLET. ; OTHELLO. 
SatuRDAY EveninG, Octoser 18th: 
Mr. Perdicaris’s Drama, “THE PICTURE.” 
Admission 25¢., 50c., $1 and $1.50. 


Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS,. 
The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints; a 
c. A fine 


sure specific gre Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, 
? 


cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 





SE A LT SE LA MINE TI a 

POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing diseases of an inflammatory character and stopping hemor- 
rhages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails. Beware of imitations. Get the 
genuine. Take no other. 


SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten ihe breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 


keep it. 
NOT TOO CHEAP TO BE GOOD. 











It’s tco cheap to be good—not a bid. ‘‘Thermaline’’ is cheer- 
fully acknowledged by the thousands who have used it to be the 
best medicine for Chills they have used, no matter what the price. 
A physician says ‘‘a 25 cent box of Thermaline cured a patient 
after he had taken over $3 worth of quinine and pills.”” Quinine 
is so dear as to be almost beyond the reach of the poor. 





Liver Coughs, often taken for Consumption, are cured almost 
instantly with Hop Bitters. 
AGENTS WANTED 
IN EVERY STATE FOR 


Dr. WHITE’S EYE BALSAM, 


ADDRESS: 


OSCAR WIESSNER, . 
116 Second Street, New York. 








The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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The Colton Dental Association is daily demonstrat- 
ing the anzsthetic effects’ of: nitrous oxide gas in the painless 
extraction of teeth. The number of patients certifying that their 
teeth had been drawn without pain, and that the gas was pleasant 
to inhale, reached on September 24, 1879, 112,743. This includes 
persons from all points of the compass, who have had from one to 
twenty teeth extracted. 

Office: No. 19 Cooper, Institute, New York. 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 
the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 








G. H. MOMM & C0.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 cases More 


than of any other brand. 





THIS TERRIBLE SNAKE STORY. 


The editor of the Whitehall Zimes claims 
that a citizen of Whitehall told him the follow- 
ing reliable snake story: He (the Whitehaller) 
went out in the woods with an umbrella, which 


| he laid on the grass while fishing. A shower 


coming up, he attempted to “ hoist the rag,” 
which strongly resisted his efforts. Finally, a 
determined lift sent it to expansion, when 
something dropped to the ground. Inspection 
proved that the umbrella had been swallowed 
by a black snake, and the forcible spreading 
of its steel ribs had split the ‘‘ sarpint ” from 
stem to stern. Now, let us hear no more about 
that Lake Champlain water snake. 


Now that the oyster season has opened, 
why don’t somebody inaugurate a church 
festival? Is water too scarce?—<XKeokuk Con- 
stitution, 


Look1nc at the world’s experience, it would 
be safe to say that nine-tenths of the men who 
cry ‘‘help or sink,” will be sure to go under.— 
Modern Argo. 


Tue Paris fashion of ladies taking tea in 
bonnets and gloves doesn’t seem absurd to a 
country boy, who often drinks water from his 
hat.— xchange. 

““WuHEN Greek meets Greek” ’tis no use for 
another chap, who doesn’t understand the 
language, to stop and listen to the conversation. 
—New York News. 


‘‘Au, Louise, my heart is very despondent. 
Ever since I have gazed into the depths of 
those lovely eyes, I ——”’ 

‘* Hush, John; put a Westinghouse air-break 
on that train of thought. Pa has introduced 
me to his new partner, and I am his for two 
million dollars. ‘That settles it.’—Vew Haven 
Register. 





_ ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


cnociienh aepeiing Pete <f eae ame ae over 
the whole ci world, cures foiiean Fever and 


Ague, Oolics and all disorders of the organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Bi & Sons. 
—J. W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 way, P. O. Box, 2610 


SEE!! 
The BUSINESS SUITS, 
The FALL OVERCOATS, 
The CHILDREN’S SUITS 


Tragtagel & C0 


398, 400 and 402 BOWERY. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 


Fine Bonbons unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality. 


NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 
VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 




















Fawors for the German of my own Importation. 


E. CREENFIELD. 
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STEAMSHIP LINE 
BETWEEN 


Satling every Saturday, 


MOSEL..... Saturday, Oct. 18 

ODER... ....0 Saturday, Oct. 25 

Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 


UMD caboccesestanad $100 | Second Cabin..........+..- $60 


Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 
No. 2 Bowling Green. 


' IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL. 
North German Lloyd 


New York, Southampton & Bremen. 


Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 


DONAU..... Saturday, Nov. 1 
RHEIN...... Saturday, Nov. 8 


Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 





E, RIDLEY & SONS, 


Grand and Allen Sts., N. Y. 


OUR STORE CROWDED WITH 


NEW SEASONABLE GOODS. 


THERE IS ad STOCK IN THIS OR ANY OTHER CITY TO 


EQUAL OUR 
FOR VARIETY, EXTENT, OR VALUE. 


OUR 52 DEPARTMENTS 


ARE CROWDED WITH BARGAINS RECEIVED FROM 


EUROPE AND DOMESTIC MANUFACTURERS. 


SILK VELVETS—PLAIN, STRIPED, AND EMBOS- 


SED, FOR BOTH BONNETS AND DRESSES. 


QUR BONNET STOCK 


PROBABLY THE LARGEST IN THE WORLD!! 
CERTAINLY THERE IS NOTHING IN 


LONDON, PARIS, OR NEW YORK 


TO COMPARE!! 
WOOL FELT HATS from a2sc., 35c., 


3-Button Kid Gloves 


IN FALL AND PARTI-COLORS. 


25 CENTS A PAIR. 


OUR 


MONOGRAM GLOVE, 


3 BUTTONS 48-. WARRANTED. 


47C., 50C., 75C., $1. 


2 BUTTONS 8sc.; 


Ladies’ Suits, 


MARVELS OF TASTE—WE SAY SUPERIOR TO ANY 
IMPORTED, 


AT ONE-THIRD THE PRICE. 


Dress Goods. 


se S as en a 
-INCH, 46-INC 
IMMENSE. STOCK tN THIS DEPARTMENT, 


RIBBONS, nin, FEATHERS, 
ANCY GOODS, LACES, TRIMMINGS. 
DRES S SILMS! DRESS SILKS! 
TRIMMINGS SILKS as HOSIERY, UNDER: 


E. RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 311 1-2 GRAND ST. 
56, 58, 60, 62, ve 66, 68, and 70 ALLEN STREET. 





_ the “PUCK” CIGARETTE. 


Manufactured by B. Pottak, New York. 





A SMART WIFE. 


The other morning a citizen called at a hard- 
ware store on Woodward Avenue and said he 
wanted a key to a certain door in his house, 
and he took up and carried away almost the 
first key handed out to-him. On his way down 
town after dinner he stopped and exchanged 
the key for another, explaining that the first 
wouldn’t fit. ‘These changes took place twice a 
day for the next four days, the citizen being 
unable to get hold of a key to fit. On the 
sixth day he drove up to the store with a door 
on a dray, and calling to the pruprietor, he 
said: 

*‘ Bring your box of keys out here and we'll 
get a fit to that lock. Here I have bee. run- 
ning back and forth for about a week, and I 
might not have got a fit for a whole month if 
my wife had not suggested that I bring the 
door down here. Some of these women are 
mighty smart.” 

** But why didn’t you take the lock off and 
bring it down in your pocket?” asked the 
dealer. 

The buyer looked at him in a vacant way, 
stared hard at the door, and sat down on the 
curbstone with the remark: 

‘‘ It’s a wonder that the whole family wasn’t 
sent to the fool-house ten years ago.” 








A NEWSPAPER reporter who died recently left 
a large sum of money behind him. In fact, he 
left all the money there was in the world.— 
Brooklyn Eagle. 

THERE have been four highway robberies in 
the Yosemite this summer, and the _hotel- 
keepers up there are very bitter about it. They 
say any more competition will drive them right 
out of business.—S. /. Zvoning Post. 


‘¢Wuat is Home without a mother?” Well, 
we never heard this position clearly defined, 
but if the old men were to pass in his checks 
too, we should say Home was an orphan. This 
joke is an off-un also.— Baltimore Every Satur- 
day. 

Ir always makes a man almost crazy with 
rage to wash himself in the morning and then 
discover the room to be destitute of a towel, 
and be obliged to dry his face on a newspaper 
or the inside of his overcoat.—V. Y. Comm. 
Advertiser, |which washes its face only.) 


‘*] PROTEST against my sentence,” remarked 
a solemn-visaged prisoner at the court house 
the other day toa constable who had him in 
charge. He had just been sentenced toa term 
in state’s prison.“ And why ?” asked his custo- 
dian. ‘‘ Because,” said the prisoner, ‘‘I have 
served two terms in that prison, and I do not 
favor a third term on the principle.” — Vewark 
Sunday Call. 


‘‘Yes, gentlemen,” said a seedy-looking 
customer with a long beard, who had rung in 
on a party of tourists in the Baldwin barroom, 
the other evening, ‘‘I was the first white 
American who ever set foot on the site of San 
Francisco, Many’s the night I’ve roasted bear- 
steak for supper and slept with the sand for a 
blanket right where this hotel now stands. I 
owned the entire country clear down to San 
José, and I traded the whole business one day 
for ten pounds of tobacco.” 

‘* Five pounds!”’ put in the barkeeper, sternly. 
‘*T guess I know how many pounds,” said the 
oldest inhabitant, somewhat abashed. 

“You said five pounds last night,’”’ retorted 
the barkeeper, “‘ and I’ve told you more’n fifty 
times that if you intend to work the pioneer 
racket ia this here bar you must stick to the 
same story. If you don’t I'll let Joe Barker 
work the house instead; you hear me?” 

And the relic of the good old Argonautic 
days drifted sadly off to the lunch counter.— 


WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


fFxXLAINO S. 


Prices reasonable, Terms easy. 


WAREROOMS, 
5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


JAMES MetRteny 


FOREIGN SILK DEPARTMENT. 


EXTENSIVE AND VARIED COLLECTION OF 
BLACK AND COLORED SATIN DELYON, SAT- 
IN DUCHESSE, SATIN FACONNE. CHANGE- 
ABLE SILKS AND SATINS. BROCADES IN 
PLAIN AND JARDINIERE EFFECTS. 


Armures, Black and Colored. 


NOVELTIES 


VELVETS, SILKS, AND SATINS, 


DESIGNED AND MANUFACTURED EXCLUSIVELY 
FOR US. 


BLACK AND COLORED VELVET 


(SILK FACE), FROM $1.50 UPWARD. 








ORGAN BEATTY PIANO 


KW ORGANS 238 Stops, B set Golden Tongue Re ucts, 
KneeSwells, Walnut Case, warnt’d @ years, Stoc al < Book $98. 
New Pianos, Stool, Cover & Boo k, $943 to SLES. Before 

‘ou buy be sure to write me. Illustrated Newspaper sent Free. 


Address DANL. F. BEATTY, Washincton, New Jersey. 


H. O'NEILL & CO, 


6th Ave., Cor. 20th St. 


A COMPLETE SELECTION OF 


NEW FALL GOODS 


NOW OPEN. 











2000 Doz. FINE FRENCH FELT 


BONNETS AND HATS, 


at extremely low prices. 


OUR TRIMMED SONNET AND HAT DEPARTMENT 


is replete with choice designs in Trimming, together with 
those of our own manufacture. 








A FULL LINE OF 


Trimming Velvets and Silk Ribbons, 


ALL SHADES, 
ALL WIDTHS, 
ALL COMBINATIONS. 





The largest and finest assortment of 


gE. A CC OEE Ss 


in the city. 





NOVELTIES IN 


Feathers, Flowers and Ornaments, 
COSTUMES, CLOAKS, WRAPS, &c., 


of the leading Modistes of Paris, with a choice stock ot our own 
designs. 





BARGAINS IN 
Housekeeping Goods and Blankets, 
Fancy Goods, 


Gents’ Furnishing Goods, 
Black Dress Goods, &ec. 








S. #. Evening Post. 








H. O’NEILL & €0. 
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The Bodega 
The Bodega The Bodega 
The Bodega The Bodega 


Supplies the very finest imported Wines and Spirits by the 
bottle, gallon or hogshead at wholesale prices; also samples by 


he glass. 
me FIMOTHY STEVENS, Proprietor. 


Sole Agent for Jutes CLavette’s Clarets; Maretr & Co’s. 
Brandies; ACKERMAN-LAURANCE Champagnes; Mackenzie & Co’s. 
and Morcan Bros., Sherries. 


THE BODECA, 


83 Cedar Street & 351 Broadway, N. ¥. 


FURNITURE. 


CARPETS, BEDDING 


etc., etc. 


BM. COWPLATHWAIT 


& CO., 


(Established 1807.) 


153,155 & 157 Chatham St. 


EIGHTEEN SHOW ROOMS. 
EVERYTHING FOR HOUSEKEEPING, 


Store, Office and Saloon Furniture. 


PAYMENTS MAY BE MADE 
WEEKLY or MONTHLY. 


Weekly 
and 
Monthly 


Payments. 


Jordan & Moriarty, 


167, 167 1-2 & 169 CHATHAM ST. 


FURNITURE, 
CARPETS, 
BEDDINC, 
OILCLOTHS, &c. 


Longer Time and Better Terms given than by any other house 


in the city. 


JORDAN & MORIARTY. 


167. 167 1-2 AND 169 CHATHAM ST. 
MATRIMONY. 


A Prince desires to correspond with a young and handsome 
Lady, heiress of several Millions, with a view to Matrimony, 
Address, ‘‘ Venus 10” poste restante Budapest, Hungary. 


PRICE $5, 


CONTAINS 


The Bodega 























2 Cups... 


THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


PRICE. SIZE. PRICE, 





Ccccrscccccoccccs ccc G0O FE esscsenccesdenwutecet $10.00 
semensene coeweeeene 5.75 10 Csbesesonsebsesoossce SHED 
$bddennes ooweeneenes 6.75 SD + ccepesecvessececcesse. SOMD 
éssandeneanbensaane 8.75 The Trade supplied, 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Covking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City. 





1879 1840 


JONES 
OPENING FALL GOODS. 


FANCY GOODS. os I" OUSEFURNISHING Goopbs. 
MILLINERY. m x SILVERWARE. 
BOYS’ SUITS. . GLASSWARE. 
GLOVES. * CROCKERY. 
— * ” - 
LACES, . CHINA. 
.* JONES “*, 
* * 








* Eighth Avenue Eighth Avenue * 


%. Nineteenth Street. “Nineteenth Street € 





we pina. drei : 
*, JONES ,* 
a * 
SHOES. * s SILKS. 
CLOTHS. im a CARPETS. 
DOMESTICS. bal * : DRESS GOODS. 
UPHOLSTERY. * « SUITS & CLOAKS. 
FURNITURE. %{ SHAWLS, SKIRTS, &. 











Newest styles of goods, at great bargains. 
Personal and Housekeepivg outfits furnished, 
Samples sent free on application. 

Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue, 
00 pages. 


BILLIARD AND i0- PIN BALLS. 





Cloth, IVORY, SHELL 
Cues, Cue- Tips, and PEARL 
Chalk, etc., ds Fancy Gocds, 
Checks, Chessmen. Toru 
ET SETS 
DICE, ZZNOS, 


PLAYING CARDS, Canes, Fans,etc. 


Dominos, etc. 


F. aaate & CO., 


No. 114 East Fourteenth St., New York. 





Repairing done. 





DENTAL * OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 
Late 389 Canar STREET. 


B77 7 tastes Po: 








mses to —_—. Outfit Free. 
CKERY Augusta, Maine. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 
ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 








./F URNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times., Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT & KOEHNE=. 


CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

Brewery & Office, 159165 E, 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock- vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. Y 

e guarantee **‘ BOHEMIAN BIER” equal Im- 
wes Bier in all respeete, and to Excel Domenie and 
estern yy in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 
“ BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN Brier. 




















IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Centlemen’s Hats. 
174 Fifth Ave., 179 Broadway, 


Rerween 22d « 23rd Streets, Near CortTianpt Srree- 
NOW YORK 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons cf medicine in two or 








three hours. For ety address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 








9 
hed 


Cc 


Refer to R. Hoe & Co.; a Bro-. 


mee 
cc 


Wet Cellars. Damp Walls made water-tight. 


RESPONSIBLE GUARANTEE FOR A TERM OF YEARS. 


; Lawrence Fros., Bonkers, 31 Broad St.; Baur & Betts; 
Frep. K. Maver and Stern Bros. 


Van Orden’s Asphalte-Slate Roofing & French Asphalte-Rock. 
IMPERISHABLE AND INDESTRUCTIBLE. 
MANUFACTURERS OF ROOFING AND PAVING SUPPLIES. 


Write for Circular. Describe your wants. Estimates free. 


EDWD. VAN ORDEN & CO., Established 1857, 79 Maiden Lane, N. Y, 


SNINVA| | 
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PIANOS. 


Sepeter to all others in Tone, Durability, 
and Workmanship; have the endorsement 


of the Leading Artists. First Medal of Merit 


Sohmer & Co,, 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


PUCK. 











For Ricungss oF Tone, 
Exasticiry or ToucH AND 
EVERYTHING THAT RENDERS 
A Piano PERFECT, Tusy 
‘CANNOT BE SURPASSED. 


of Honor at Centennial Ex- 


Reduced Prices. bh or Time. 





CALENBERG & VAUPEL 


FACTORY AND 
WAREROOMS: 


335 W. 36th St, 


between 8th & oth Avenues, 
NEW YORK. 


IANOS 





308 Broadway, 
a NEW YORK. 


PUBLISHER OF 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


ENLARCING OF PHOTOCRAPHS, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty; PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


Price-list mailed free on application. 


Agents wanted in every City. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price, $1.00 
FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 


OFFICE, 
21 & 23 Warren St., 





And through any Newsdealer. 





CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 





FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 

NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 

The unequalted ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, é&c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
cHIcago, 


ST. LOUIS. 
; NEW YORK. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wortp. 
175,672 NEW and OLD Standard WOR in 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 
LECGCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 


Wiccll, the Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston St., 


AND 


139 to 151 Bowery. N. Y. 


Branches in all the principle Cities. 





IN THE 








Grand Display of 


Fall & Winter Goods. 


PANTS TO ORDER . - $4.00 to $10.00. 
SUITS TO ORDER __- - - $15.00 to $40.00. 
FALL OVERCOATS TO ORDER from $15.00 upw. 


Satisfaction guaranteed. 


Samples sent to every part of the United States, with instruc- 
tion for self-measuring. 


PH. & WM. EBLING'S 


AURORA PARK 
ALE AND LAGER BEER BREWERY, 


St. Ann’s Avenue, Cor. 156th St., 
MORRISANIA, N. Y. 











D.A.MAYER, {@ 
Q HUNGARIAN WINES, £9 


526 BROADWAYs, 
-. ALSO 
R103 & 405 E. 14th St., New York. 


THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHENE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 














RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole Agents for 


Ayala=Cha dA 
yala=Uhateau d Ay 
CHAMPAGNES. 

TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
Dietrich & Co., Ruedesheim, Rhine Wines. 

L. Tampier &.Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 

Roullet & ar “y Cognacs,; 





L. DE VENOGE, 
37 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 





THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N JHL NI G3LYOdWI 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
- 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Betw. &. 5th Ave. & Woester St., NEW YORE. 
3argains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold Amcrican Stem Winders, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10. and upwards. Wedding 
@ Rings, $3. and upwards, 
The largest assortment of Jewelry at lowcst 
prices. 
Repairing of every description neatly executed. 
GOODS SENT C. O. D. TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 


Made from Wamsutta Muslin. The 
very best. 

EEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6. 
Only plain seams to finish. : 

KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 

NIGHT SHIRTS, all styles, extra long, $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE SHIRTS, §: each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves, 60c. each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell Jean Drawers, soc. each. 

KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, $1 each; 
so per cent stronger than any other Umbrellas, Regina and Twilled 
Silks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 

KEEP’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the very best, plain or embroidered, $1 a pair, 
HANDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, Re. 

All goods warranted, Samples and circulars mailed free, We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No. 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
STORES: 
| New York. 








30som three-ply linen. 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn. 


_ Photographer, 


46 E. 14. St. 


Union Square. 


637 Broadway 


Nos. { 1299 Broadway 










I GUARANTEE 
THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street-Door. 











RUINART cetavitanca 1720 0H AMP AGNES. 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality. 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER «& CO., 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States. 





PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshfibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Pillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of Rincier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines, 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


PH. SCHERER & CoO., 


THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 


The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
my exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

Send for full descriptive circular to 


N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO. 
683 Broadway, New York. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lar 2, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 
DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 











& fine pocket knife, 25c. Autograph Albums 20c: Game Au- 


60 Parfumed Chromo &c. cards, name on. 10c. 42 Mixed cards 
thors 15c. 35 Fun cards 10c. Clinton Bros., Clintonville, Ct. 








Special Attention given to Bottling and Shipping Trade. 


8 College Place, near Barclay St., N.Y. 





















































PUCK. 


517 





London Styles 


IN 


GENTLEMEN’S 
FALL NECKWEAR, 


FURNISHING GOODS 


DRESS SHIRTS, 
COLLARS, CUFFS, &. 


N. B, SHIRTS TO ORDER AND WARRANTED TO FIT. 


Arnold, Gansta 


& CO., 
Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


LADIES’, 
MISSES’ AND CHILDREN’S 


EOPMISHINS Depart 


REPLETE with every NOVELTY. 


WW odding Trouseaur & Infants! Orutits 


IN THE LATEST STYLE TO ORDER. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


Upholstery Goods 


AND 


DECORATIONS. 
Ghoice Fall Novelties 


NOW OPEN. 


Arnold, Const 


& CoO-., 
Broadway, Cor. 19th Street 


IMPURE BREATH 
is the most disagreeable result of de- 
cayed teeth, as well for the afflicted 
one as for his surroundings. 
The cause may easily be removed 
by cleaning the teeth daily with the 
popular, fragrant ' 


SOZODONT. 


It sweetens the breath, cools and re- 
f freshes the mouth, hardens the gums 
———. and whitens the teeth—Gentlemen 
that smoke should regularly use 


SOZODONT. 
It removes the disagreeable smell of Tobacco. 
ALL DRUGGISTS SELL IT. 


Waldstein, Expert Optician, 


known in Vienna, Paris, St. Petessburg and London for ug 
wards of a Century, and in New York for forty years. 
Eyes fitted with suitable glasses. Consultation, inquiry and 
correspondence solicited from those, whose sig! t is impaired. 
Only the finest Optical Goods kept on Stock, which the Public 
are respectfully invited to inspect. 


WALDSTEIN, 


41 Union Square, Cor. Broadway and 17. Str. 





























Lazy, drowsy feelings are precursors of sickness, which Hop 
Bitters will instantly banish. 


The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 








THE FEMININE HAT IN THE 
THEATRE. 


It was a real fashionable hat—a nice hat for 
a target shoot—and when it slid among the 
next tier of seats like a disc across the face of 
a 300-yard target, and settled into that empty 
seat, my fears were more than realized. I was 
in a total eclipse. I soon recovered from the 
shock, however, und began to appreciate the 
situation. I could see the ornamented pro- 
scenium of the stage, all but a little bit of scroll- 
work at the top of the arch, and one or two 
musicians on the flanks of the orchestra; but 
the stage, the scenery, the delicate convulutions 
of the ballet, all that I had come to see and 
admire, were gone, and in their place was an 
irregular mass of straw, velvet and feathers, 
which had once been round, but now had the 
appearance of* having been disturbed with a 
brick several times. I had just made the above 
observation and was trying to imagine the other 
side of the edifice when she began to swing 
herself to take in the effect, and I got a side 
elevation of the facade; there was a profile of 
about six inches, with a delightful arrangement 
of eyes, nose and lips; a six-inch sweep of for- 
eign and domestic hair, wrought into bewil- 
dering puffs and floral arches to a hight of 
about six inches more— a total of 18 inches— 
but she was a long-headed woman. The total 
value of the whole affair—excuse me, I mean 
the hat—was $25. Isettled into my seat with 
a sigh of resignation, she had paid for her fun, 
or somebody had, and my 75-cent seat was no- 
where.— Boston Courier. 


WHEN Grant sent Kearney word the second 
time that he was not at home, Dennis went out 
in the sand-lots and threw stones at himself.— 
Houston Evening News. 


‘THE melancholy days have come,”—beg 
pardon—“ the sawdust of the year,’ to the 
schoolboy who has to tackle the woodpile, when 
all the rest of the fellows are playing marbles 
‘* for keeps.”—ew Haven Register. 


THE man who can make an even trade of 
the garden-rake for a new snow-shovel about 
now is level-headed, and will some day be 
heard of among the great financiers of the 
country.— Detroit Free Press. 


‘* Dip you ever see an apron?” says one of 
those interrogative newspapers that are always 
getting off squibs about “did you ever hear a 
horse-laugh, or see a rope-walk,” etc. Yes, we 
have seen an apron and it covered one lap.— 
Phila, Bulletin. 


THE mean man who put in the vestry on 
sewing-society day a copy of ‘‘ Thunder Dick, 
the Red Rover of the Prairies,” bound ina 
cover marked ‘“ Prayer Book,” and with our 
name written on the blank leaf, and by so-doing 
got the woman folks to talking about the way 
we pass our time in church, can have a chance 
to fight a cross dog and a mad man by calling 
at this office.— Boston Post. 


WE were in the tonsorial establishment of an 
American citizen of African descent, the other 
day, when there presently entered another 
American citizen, likewise of African descent, 
having with him his little boy. Raising his ra- 
zor from the face that it had been scarifying, 
said the barber to his raceman: ‘‘ What d’ye 
want, sah?” ‘‘I want to hev der chile’s har 
cut,” was the reply. Said the knight of the 
lather-brush, decapitating a pimple on the help- 
less face before him: ‘‘ We don’t cut cullud 
folkses har, sah!’’ As the bewildered man and 
brother passed out with his boy, the barber 
continued, confidentially: ‘‘ Der fax am dat 
we’s trubbled ter def wid dese brack peoples. 
Our customers don’t want ter ’sochate wid ’em, 
and ter tell der truf, dey are disrumgree- 


able.”— Boston Transcript. wax* ve 





POND’S EXTRACT. 


No home, no school, no hotel, no sea- 
side cottage, no country farm, no board- 
ing-house should be without this Im- 
valuable Family Remedy. It 
is astonishing what cures it effects. It 
does not profess to do EVERYTHING, but it 
not only professes to, BUT WILL, cure 
diseases that are of an inflamma. 
tery character and stop all bleed« 
fogs. Hence its wondrous efficacy in 
are Heawormess, —- 
ma im, eu a. P aa 
theria, and Sere Tuan. 

Caution —Ponn’s Extract is sold 
only in bottles with the name blown in 
the glass. 

G2 It is unsafe to use other articles 
with our directions. Insist on Ponp’s 
Extract Refuse all imitations and sub- 
Campoaars weave manny Stitutcs. 


0 LD & RELIABLE VANITY FAIR Flake Cut. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cur. 

** MILD ”’—Rare Old Virginia. ** HALVES "—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these rant 
Tobaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. ° 

WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. Y. 












Registered. ; 
TRADE MARK, wie. 
VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MARBURG BROS. 


‘BEST IN THE WORLD: 


JOSEPH LLOTT'S 
STEEL’ PENS. 


Sold by all Dealers throughout the World. 
Gold Medal, Paris Exposition, 1878, 














“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 





Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 









































OFFICE OF “PUCK 


Trish Homes in Treland. 


23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK. 














Disraeli a hint:—‘ Encourage 


‘ 
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Trish Homes in America. 
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MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN . LITHOG. 23-25 WARREK ST. N.¥, 





